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exaggerated the difficulty of separating the bricks, which
were held together with a strong cement, but he promised
to continue, though, he added, he was convinced we should
only aggravate our situation.
Alas! though I assured him that on the contrary we
should succeed, I was not really sure of anything, except
that I wanted to get out of my horrible prison, and that
to do so I was determined to brave every danger.
On the sixteenth of October, at ten o'clock in the morn-
ing, as I was translating an ode from Horace, I heard a
slight movement above my head, followed by three little
taps. This was the signal agreed upon between us.
Balbi worked until the evening, and next day wrote that
he hoped to finish that same afternoon. The hole, he said,
was a circular one, and he must take great care not to
pierce my ceiling. This was most important, for the slight-
est appearance of dilapidation in my cell would betray us.
I fixed on the following night to leave my cell never
to return. I was sure that with help I could make a hole
in the roof of the ducal palace, and in three or four hours,
once outside, I would find some means to get to the ground
in safety.
But fate was once more against me. That same day, it
Vras a Monday, at two o'clock in the afternoon, while Balbi
was working overhead, I heard the door of the outer cell
open. I had only just time to give the alarm signal for him
to retire into his cell, when Laurence appeared with two
archers, and a little badly dressed man, whose arms were
tightly bound. The gaoler apologised for bringing me a
very bad character as a companion, and the person thus de-
scribed paid not the slightest attention to him or to me.
'The tribunal must do as it pleases/ said I, in a tone of
ill-assumed resignation. Laurence had a straw mattress
brought for my fellow-prisoner, and told him the tribunal
allowed him ten sols a day for his food; he then left, lock-
ing us in together.
I was in despair at this fresh contretemp, but as I wished